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	1. Midori

**Author's note: I can't help, inspiration has struck!**

**Chapter 1 – Midori**

"Goodness…."

It was yet another Faceless attack, it seems. At this point, every Hoshidan far and wide knew of the abominations Nohr's mages would send in to attack the country. With no real *soul* to speak of, they were immune to the Queen's relaxing barrier.

They were monsters, in every sense of the word. And now, another village fell.

"This looks bad."

The missing son to the Queen, Corrin, looked at his traveling companion, the calm and serious Kaze. The latter kept a neutral stare on the wreckage. He had to be ready for any orders his way.

"Shall we look for survivors…..milord?"

"Yeah, let's go! Gods…"

The manakete prince lifted up a few boards of rubble, wincing at the bloodied corpse that met his red eyes. He really wished someone strong, like his brother Ryoma or sister Hinoka…could be here for extra support. Luckily Kaze caught the hint and lowered the pile.

"Allow me, Lord Corrin."

Kaze dashed up the tree and landed on the highest branch, looking over the village. It was no bigger than the farm girl Mozu's, but the sight was still horrific to witness.

"Oh no….."

"What is it, Kaze?"

The green-haired ninja jumped down and dashed over to another rubble pile, and Corrin understood immediately. Two small feet – both bloodied – were sticking out.

"Don't tell me…."

Kaze lifted up some of the debris, and winced harder than Corrin did seconds earlier. A small girl, no older than 9 or 10, was unconscious. Her head had a nasty wound, and the blood was staining the hair she kept in two neat pigtails.

"….."

In the distance, his astute ears picked up the sound of his master emptying his breakfast onto the ground. Poor lad had spent most of his years locked up, away from the horrors.

Kaze removed his scarf and used it to wiped some of the blood. He picked the girl up – no lighter than a crate – and cradled her in his arms.

"….."

"K-Kaze…..we have to-"

"-I know, Lord Corrin."

He put a gloved hand to the girl's forehead, stroking it gently.

"I know."

* * *

><p>"How is she?"<p>

Yukimura, the country's tactician, grimaced slightly at the question.

"She's….stable, milord. Heaven help me, I think Princess Sakura almost had a heart attack treating the girl….she's younger than she is! Such savagery by those Nohrian demons…."

Corrin didn't have a reply, but Kaze merely crossed his arms. Unlike his twin, he had a more open mind about their rival country.

"Is….she conscious?"

And currently, he was just as worried about the girl as the prince.

"Not at the moment, but-"

"U-Um." Princess Sakura peeked out of the infirmary, eyes slightly bloodshot. "W-Would….you all like to….um well…..she's c-conscious…"

Kaze and Corrin ran into the room. The girl was sitting upright in her bed.

"Hello!"

And her smile seemed so earnest, so genuine. Wasn't she aware of where she was, and how she got there?

"H-Hello." Corrin said, Sakura hiding behind her brother. "I'm Prince Corrin of Hoshido….and this is my sister, Sakura."

"Oh the royal family!" The girl bowed her head. "What an honor!"

_She seems so well-spoken and well-mannered….but she was in a horrible accident._ Kaze thought. _Something is amiss…_

"Yeah." Corrin said. "Umm…..do you remember anything?"

The girl thought for a few minutes, while Sakura hastily adjusted her pillow.

"Well…..not really."

"What about your name?" Kaze asked softly. "We found you….outside of these walls."

"My….name?" The girl frowned, and it almost broke the hearts of the room's occuptants. "I…..don't have one of those. I…..who _am _I, again?"

Sakura gasped, and Kaze closed his eyes.

"…I see."

"We'll have to give her time." Corrin whispered. "Maybe she'll remember."

* * *

><p>Hours turned into days, and the days turned into one week. Sadly….the girl was not remembering anything of her past life. Nothing about her family, nothing about her friends….did she really have anything before the attack?<p>

"Hey! It's your move, Mr. Kaze."

Kaze was snapped out of his thoughts; the two were playing a game of shogi in what was now the girl's extended-stay-room. He wanted to help in her recovery. No, he _needed _to help her. With such an innocent soul….

"Okay, now it's your move." He smiled, after moving his piece. His eyes drifted to her nightstand. "Hmm…I see you've been sneaking books from the library?"

"I'm s-sorry!" The girl bowed her head. "But Mr. Yukimura said if I wanted to learn more about the herbs in the Mokushu region…."

"You certainly love reading about herbs."

"They're so fascinating, aren't they?" The girl smiled. "I….actually want to be a botanist when I get older."

"I think botanists need a proper name first."

Although Kaze's smile faded when he saw the girl wasn't smiling back. In fact, she looked almost contemplative.

"I'm sorry…..I forgot that-"

"No, you're right! If I can't remember anything….I need a new name!"

"…are you certain?"

"Yeah!" The girl said, moving her piece again. "I don't want to be known as the Nameless Botanist! You said your brother was named after your father, Mr. Kaze?"

_She's so vibrant, even in these circumstances. _

"….that's right. Saizo was named after Father, who got his name from his father. I think he would object if you called yourself the 6th Saizo."

The girl giggled.

"No, no….I want _you _to name _me_!"

Kaze almost dropped his piece.

"…..pardon?"

"Yeah. Lord Corrin said you were the one who found me. You brought me back to the castle and….well, you saved my life." The girl said, eyes filled with appreciation. "Thank you….Mr. Kaze."

"….."

The ninja set his piece down.

"I…..I'm not sure I feel comfortable with that, to be honest. You….your family…."

The girl hummed and moved her piece.

"You're right…..but I….can't remember anything. Just the things that I know, like herbs or studying. Maybe I was alone."

"…"

"….so how about it, Mr. Kaze? At least for now, so people can know who I am!"

Kaze couldn't help but crack a smile again.

"Well….if you insist. You….actually have the same hair color I do. So…..how about Midori? It means "green"."

Midori giggled.

"I love it!"

* * *

><p>Now the week had turned into a month. Midori was well enough to walk around on her own, but her life's memories…..hadn't returned. Not that had stopped her enthusiasm or fondness for her new "father".<p>

"Come, Midori. It's this way."

She staggered behind the ninja, carefully holding her books.

"C-Coming! I was just finishing this chapter…."

In her hand was also a four-leafed clover. The two were walking together through the forest, towards a very special site. The same site that Ryoma and a few soldiers spent cleaning up and making a proper memorial.

"….here it is."

Gravestones for the fallen. No debris was around, and Sakura and Azama had blessed the area with some holy water from the temple.

"….."

Midori and Kaze walked to the row of graves, and the girl held out the clover. She looked up.

"S-Should….I say something?"

"Only if you want to."

"…."

The girl didn't look very comfortable now. She did, however, set the clover on the middle grave, and bowed her head accordingly, Kaze following suit.

"….."

"Mr. Kaze?"

"Yes, Midori?"

"….."

"Are you okay, Midori?"

The girl was too busy burying her head into his scarf to really reply. All the same, Kaze closed his eyes and rubbed her moss-colored locks.

**FIN**

**Author's notes: Hullo again. The idea for this fic is simple - drabble-esque alternate headcanons to explain 2nd gen units of Fire Emblem Fates. I'll be doing every child, trying to keep it at equal length. And they don't have to still be related to the 1st gen unit!**

**Kana and Shigure are last (I have a specific idea for them), so stay tuned to who's next.**


	2. Percy

**Review Time:**

**Anon-san: Thanks! I'm glad you liked my idea...I was mixed on the children myself, but I've come to really love a lot of them, especially Selkie, Velouria, and Midori. In a vacuum, they can be quite charming!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2 – Percy<strong>

"Come, Effie! We mustn't keep our lady waiting!"

Arthur was a simple man with one very simple goal: to deliver justice, truth, and the Nohrian way across the land! Everything he did and anything he did was to help his liege, but also….to make the world a better place, one step at a time!

"Arthur…." His companion, an armored knight with pink armor, frowned at the pacing of his walk. "Are you _sure _you know where it is?"

"But of course, my partner in heroism! As Lady Elise's elite bodyguards, I would fail at my duty if I didn't know what makes her happy!"

"We're her only bodyguards…." Effie muttered.

"Ah ha!"

Arthur and Effie both came from the slums of the country, but Elise found them both, and naturally she was extremely captivated by them.

"We have arrived!"

The fighter stepped into the shop and slammed his money down on the counter.

"Good day, humble shopkeep! I require those strawberry tarts in the casing, right there! It is a royal emergency!"

"Huh? Oh…..I'm sorry, but a customer ordered those." The baker replied.

Arthur looked dismayed.

"Curses…..this horrible luck….!" He tapped the counter with his fist. "Lady Elise….forgive me…I have failed in my quest for the desired desserts….!"

"Oh, you're the lady that came in the other day!" The baker said, looking at Effie. "Is…he with you?"

"Yep."

"EFFIE!" Arthur's smile sprung back to his face in an instant. "You're a genius! Securing the tarts so no heathen could steal them from our cherished princess!"

"It was nothing." Effie said, blushing slightly. "Anything for Lady Elise."

Minutes later, the two exited the shop, Arthur clutching the bag like it was made of radioactive gold.

"Okay, Effie! I propose we take Second Street en route back to the castle! It'll allow us to get back to Lady Elise posthaste!"

"Um….are you sure? That's a busy street this time of day…."

"Which is why we SPRINT!"

The warrior of justice dashed down the right road, shouting declarations for his master.

"ARTHUR!"

_Don't worry, Lady Elise! A hero's work always comes to fruition!_

"Excuse me…."

Arthur stopped, catching an eye of an elderly woman.

"Good day, ma'am! Do you need some assistance?"

"Yes, please! Could you help me with some directions…I…..I'm trying to find Dia…." She said, glancing at her map.

"Let us see….." Arthur set the tarts down and looked on with her. "We're currently in Windmire. So what you must do is take a right and…."

"Arthur!" Effie had caught up to him. "What did we say about going off on your own? You know you have the worst luck!"

"Nonsense, Effie! I am confident we can…" He glanced down and saw that the tarts were currently…._missing._

"…"

"…."

"Oh! I got it now. Thank you, sonny!"

"GREAT GARON'S GHOST!" Arthur shouted. "THIEVERY IS AFOOT!" He began his mad dash once more. "STOP, VILLAIN!"

"Arthur!" Effie sighed. "I'd better get a different dessert….."

XXXX

The sound of footsteps lured the fighter into a backalley.

"Reveal yourself, you fiend! No one shall take what belongs to my princess!"

But his anger made way to shock when he saw it was a small boy, with dirty blonde hair….clutching the bag tightly.

"No way! I found this first!"

"You….."

"What? I'm not scared of you royal guards!" The boy shouted, although it was half-hearted as best. "If you want to arrest me…fine!"

Arthur watched him take the tarts out and shove them into his mouth.

"But I'm destroying the evidence!"

"….."

"Mphphphp?" He shouted, as if to suggest he had no reply of his own.

But Arthur didn't say anything. He stepped over to the boy, devoid of his usual jolly expression….and handed him the last of his money.

"H-Huh?" The boy swallowed. "What is this…?"

"….take it." Arthur said. "You're clearly hungry…..and for that, I must apologize."

"W-What? But I ate the tarts! Aren't I in trouble?"

"Trouble? Had I known…..I would've brought a full course meal for you instead."

Percy gasped.

* * *

><p>"Hmmm….."<p>

Another day, another mission for Arthur. The fighter was scanning a list of items Lady Camilla had drafted for him for Elise's birthday. Effie had her own list, and the two had no time to waste!

"Some confetti….hmm….I think it's over this way…."

But he stepped on some dog poop.

"Fiddlesticks! If only milady was here….she usually drives away this rotten luck….." Arthur muttered, scraping it off with a stick. His heroic ears caught the angry shouts of a shopkeeper.

"Shoo, you street rat!"

"What seems to be the problem, citizen?"

The jeweler gasped. "You're one of the royal retainers! Quickly! That child was looting through my garbage!"

Arthur turned, and there was the same kid.

"Wait!"

"Oh no!"

He cornered Percy into the same alleyway.

"Child….no, what was your name? Percy! Didn't we have a talk about stealing the other day? I mean, garbage or not….it still belongs to…"

A bunch of gold coins and brittle jewels were shoved into his hands.

"…?"

"There! We're square, mister! I always repay my debts!"

"…."

Arthur handed the pile back to the boy.

"Debt? You are mistaken, child. I gave that money to you so you could feed yourself!"

"But….it belonged to you. Why give it to a….street rat like me?"

His blue eyes were starting to get wet with tears. Arthur crouched down and put an arm across the boy's shoulder.

"Because…I always help those in need. Be they poor, be they old…be they young, or be they rich. That is the Nohrian way!"

"W-Why? You're a guard to the princess, right? Why waste your time with commoners like….m-me?"

Arthur smiled.

"I….was once in your position, Percy. I…grew up in the slums, just like you. But I strove to make the most of it….and I'll forget the day I met Lady Elise. She….was the light in the darkness. The key to advance! To unlock my true potential as a hero!"

"Hero? But you don't have a shield…or sword….or one of those cool headbands…."

"Um, I think you're taking it too literally, son." The fighter said. "Tell you what….I think I'm going to take you under my wing."

"What? No way!"

"Yes way!"

He stood up and held out a hand.

"Every hero needs a sidekick. What do you say?"

"…"

Percy smiled and took his hand.

He was feeling lucky today.

* * *

><p>"LADY ELISE!"<p>

The youngest princess of Nohr looked down from her position on the balcony. She was finishing her violin practice for the day.

"WE'RE BACK!" Her three crimefighters of justice shouted. Percy was on Arthur's back, with Effie trailing behind.

"Oh! Welcome back, you guys!" She giggled.

"NOW! EFFIE! GET INTO POSITION!"

The two fighters moved to the side to let Effie pass, and she stopped in front of the wall, bending down. Arthur jumped onto her shield with grace, and she used her powerful muscles to propel him upward.

"Okay, Percy! I'm COUNTING ON YOU!"

Arthur used his momentum to throw the boy into the balcony, right in front of Elise. He panted and handed the bag to her.

"Your tarts, milady!"

"Oh wow, thanks!" Elise said. "That's a cool mask you have, Percy!"

"Please, milady, there is no need to thank me! A hero's work….always comes to fruition."

"Oooh I just remembered. You said you wanted a mount of justice, right?"

Percy gasped. "You trained a demon from the depths of Hell to do good?!"

"Nnnnope! Effie, Arthur, and I saved up some money to get you a birthday present!"

"My birthday? But…..I don't have one…."

A wyvern with kind red eyes flocked to the balcony, bowing its head at the princess. It even had a mask of its own!

"Don't be silly! The day Arthur brought you back to the castle….in fact, he was the one who picked the wyvern out for you!"

The wyvern and Percy both looked down, only to see Arthur lying face down in the dirt. (He missed Effie's catch by quite a distance.) The hero gave a thumbs-up.

"For me….?"

"Yep! What did he say, Effie?" Elise called down.

Effie smiled and pulled Arthur up.

"Every hero…needs a sidekick."

Percy looked to the wyvern, named Ace, who nudged his face happily.

"Wow…he's so cool….."

"Oh! I'm so happy, Effie!" Arthur said theatrically, wiping his eyes. "Justice reigns across all ages and species, far and wide! Truth…altruism….love….friendship….."

"THAT'S THE NOHRIAN WAY!" He, Effie, Elise, Percy, (and Ace?) all shouted.

**FIN**

**Ending notes: Arthur is love, Arthur is life.**


	3. Soleil

**Author's note: I was gonna do the kids in some kind of pattern at first, but meh. Whatever it is, it is. Although Kana and Shigure will definitely be towards the end.**

**Review Time:**

**EMPIRE-OF-JOY: :D**

**anon-san: Glad you liked it! And funny you should ask...I originally I was going to do both at the same time, but it shortchanges one of the versions of Corrin, since each corresponds to one version of Kana. Guess I can do each individually. :D**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3<strong> – **Soleil**

"Ah, isn't it a perfect day? The birds are chirping, the weather is warm, and the girls-"

"Shut _up _Laslow."

Xander's retainer gave a hearty chuckle, walking in tandem with one of his close companions – Selena also a retainer of the royal family. Only those privy knew the two had a history before arriving in the kingdom of Nohr, connected to another retainer, named Odin.

"Why so cold, Selena? You don't think it's a nice day?"

"It's average." The mercenary grunted. "Let's hurry up and get this over with! Lady Camilla promised a HUGE shopping trip later!"

The two had been tasked to take down a local bandit gang, but with Selena's thrive for competition and Laslow's relaxed demeanor, their masters didn't feel that sending troops was really needed.

"Yes yes, once we fight, I can charm the village maidens with tales of my stunning bravery and drive…"

"Like I'm gonna let you take the glory!" Selena winked at him. "Shall we make it interesting?"

"Do tell, Sevy."

The redette punched his arm for the nickname, but she wasn't one to pass up a bet. "Whoever guts the most brigands has to be treated by the loser to whatever they want!"

"I'm not a fool, my dear. I don't have the money to afford your desires. But perhaps a nice cup of tea?"

"In your dreams." She sneered. But once the two reached the area, there was no sign of brigand attacks anywhere. All of the buildings were intact, and people were travelling the streets of the town just fine. Laslow tapped a passing man on the shoulder.

"Excuse me sir, but we're with the royal family. We received a word of a bandit gang in this area?"

"Oh yeah, the Zorika gang. But actually, we're fine. A daring trope of mercenaries were traveling, and they took them down with ease!"

"WHAT?!" Selena was livid. "Where are they?"

"Well they wanted to celebrate in that tavern over there-"

Selena was already running over, dragging Laslow by his (now bruised) arm.

* * *

><p>"CHEERS!"<p>

The mercenary gang in general put this mugs together and drank. All of them were in a happy mood, and all of them had the same drive for heroism. But if one were to look at them, one member would stand out immediately….

From the door, Selena looked around in a huff.

"Selena, there is no need for this. Didn't you want to go back?"

"I want proof! Probably a bunch of low-lives...hmph."

Laslow looked around as well, and he stopped at the gang drinking and chatting animatedly. But he noticed one member – the only girl of the group – with pink hair.

"….."

"Hey! Is that them?"

_What an odd view. That girl has the same hair color as Mother…._

Only those from Ylisse would know he was the (future) son of Olivia the dancer. And only would those from Ylisse wouldn't be surprised by Selena's abrasiveness.

"Selena, wait!"

"Excuse me." She said, nudging the leader of the gang. "You guys took down the Zorika gang?"

"Sure did, little lady! Come here to get an autograph? We're the Justice Corrall!"

Selena almost slapped herself to make sure she wasn't dreaming, because it almost sounded like "Justice Cabal".

"I don't want your stupid autograph! I want proof! My companion and I had orders to take them out, and you hogged the glory!"

"Glory? We were just doing our duty as proud Nohrian citizens, little lady!"

"If you call me little lady ONE more time…."

Selena's sharp brown eyes drifted to the female Laslow had noticed, who was staring right back. Her face was red, and she looked to be nervous and delighted in some mixed combination.

"What the heck are you looking at?!"

"Hey!" The leader said. "Don't be so cold. That's Soleil, the newest member of our group! She may be a girl, but she's as sharp with a sword as they come."

"Good!" Selena took her own blade. "Then let's duel!"

"Okay, this is getting out of hand." Laslow pushed Selena to the side. "Our apologizes, gentlemen. We offer our thanks for quelling the bandits for us…..in fact, let's let bygones by bygones! Can we join you for a drink?"

"YES!" Soleil squealed, but blushed deeper and quickly covered her mouth. Selena shot her a weird look.

* * *

><p>"And then…..pow! The final blow, that sent him running!"<p>

The gang laughed some more, and Laslow joined along. Selena sipped her drink and didn't care too much about the story, but as long as they were paying…

"What a tale! I've got one better!" Laslow leaned in. "So this one time….."

"Do you all want anything else?" The waitress asked, having approached the table. While Soleil looked giddy some more, Laslow was the one who took the initiative.

"Anything else? Well, I would be flattered if you were to join my new friends and I."

"Here we go." Selena muttered, starting at the ceiling.

"Oh I'm sorry, I can't drink with customers on my shift."

"Nonsense! You don't have to drink to have a good time." Laslow winked, and some of the members of the gang nodded in agreement. "Unless your paramour has some objections?"

"I don't have one…..sadly."

Laslow's eyes lit up.

"Well that doesn't make much sense to me. Your hair looks silk and your skin looks so soft. I would imagine you have to fight off the men in your life."

"Hahaha….well….."

The waitress just gave an awkward laugh, which promoted Selena to nearly laugh herself. Unfortunately, this gave Soleil the opening.

"So, then…maybe it's not men you prefer…." She winked, but because her face was much redder than Laslow's, it was starting to unnerve the waitress a bit. The (not) subtle lip-licking was not helping.

"U-Um….well, I mean…I think I have to go this….way…."

Selena watched the waitress leave in a huff, as did the others of the gang. Soleil banged her head onto the table.

"Cheer up, Soleil!"

"Yeah, she didn't know what was missing!"

"She's probably a eunuch or somethin'."

"How can you be 'probably' a eunuch?"

Laslow stared at the (rejected) girl, who simply sighed into the table. This wasn't the first time, despite her comrades giving her support. The odd thing was….it reminded him too much of his own rejections.

* * *

><p>The next day, Laslow excused himself from the castle for "an errand", and he arrived at the same town as the day before. Luckily, the mercenary gang had not left yet.<p>

"Yeah, they were planning on heading out on sunset. Still got time if you want to chat."

He ran into the same tavern, where he found Soleil sitting alone at a table.

"Hello, Soleil."

"Hmm? Hey! Laslow, what are you doing here? Don't you serve the prince himself?"

Laslow sat down across from the merc, who seemed to be writing things down on various pieces of paper.

"I wanted to chat up a friend one last time."

"Oh."

"Soleil….where did you get that headband?"

She fingered the one around her head, looking eerily similar to the one Olivia would wear. The same one he had from the one who died in his timeline.

"Oh this? I found it when I was a little girl."

"Hm?"

"Yeah….." Soleil looked depressed. "My parents died before I really knew them, and I kinda just bounced from home to home, never really fitting in. I found the Justice Corral, and well…..I guess it's my new home for now."

"….you should smile."

"H-Huh?"

"I'm sorry, but it's quite disheartening to see a fair woman like yourself look so down. Smile! Even when things look bleak….you seemed so cheery yesterday."

"Oh gods….you saw all of that…." Soleil's face looked to be the same color as a tomato.

"I don't know what you mean." He replied, smiling. "But at least I have a rival…..?"

"_Oh gods_!" She covered her face.

"Soleil, relax. So you like women….that's not a bad thing at all!"

"You don't get it…..you really don't see too many um…..g-a-y people in Nohr. People always give me dirty looks, like I stole their cat or something."

_Darn it all! If Niles was here, he'd make a clever joke out of this. Gay women and cats….it writes itself!_

"Your friends seem supportive."

Soleil moved her hand away. "Well yeah. But cute girls…..they're my weakness, really. Every time I see one….I get so tongue-tied and weak in the knees….."

"I see."

"But it's not just cute girls! Cute animals….cute stickers…*sigh* what kind of hero am I? A hero beats up smelly bandits, not drools over women!"

"Speaking of women, you also seemed interested in my friend, Selena."

"Oh…..pigtails are SUPER cute. And if she was blonde, I think I would've passed out." She said, shaking her head.

Laslow picked up one of the papers.

"What's this?"

"Don't read that!"

"Hmm…." His eyes scanned the page, then he burst out laughing. "I didn't know you like to write pick-up lines, my dear!"

"Ughhhh….." Soleil covered her face again. The paper read:

**How you'd like to turn Soleil into So-laid?**

Well she _was _drinking yesterday.

"Nevertheless, I think it's perfectly healthy to chat up every woman you see. But your mind simply has to focus on them, not the thoughts of them."

"O-Okay….."

"Besides, if you get too nervous, I have an idea. It'll help your shyness!"

* * *

><p>Laslow convinced the Justice Corral to let him take Soleil to improve her composure when speaking to the fairer sex. They had agreed – being rough and tough mercenaries, they themselves had little grace when doing so.<p>

"I'm_ not_ shy, Laslow. I just say stupid stuff when I see them! You make it look so easy!"

"Now now, I'm deceptively composed in these situations. I'm actually…..kinda shy."

"Pfffft! I bet you would've gotten to see the color of her smallclothes!"

Laslow hummed. "That's a new expression. But as you know, trying to charm a maiden shouldn't be done with the intent of you….well, you know."

"Of course not!" Soleil replied. "So what's the first test?"

"You have a weakness for girls….then the key is to hold a conversation with one who isn't interested from the get-go."

"H-Huh?"

A sword was tossed to her hand. There stood Selena across the field, sword in her own hand.

"Let's go! Hya!"

XXXX

Soleil and Selena slid back, both panting. Both had their swords tightly gripped in right hand.

"I suppose it's a draw." Laslow commented.

"Oh hell no! I'm not tying to the version of you with boobs!"

"With boobs….?"

Laslow snapped his fingers in front of Soleil's face. "_Focus_, Soleil. I know teenage hormones are a painful thing, but you're in a duel!"

She flipped back to dodge Selena's stab, then countered with her own slash.

"You're right! I wouldn't hold back if a female bandit was trashing some town!" Soleil knocked Selena back, and ran forward. "Because a hero fights ANY threat!"

"Good!"

"Geez, spare me the lecture!" Selena said, flipping back herself. "What did he teach you, anyway?"

But Soleil wasn't blushing like a mad woman, instead she was rushing for another attack. This time….she smiled wide.

"Oh….this and that."

Soleil knocked the sword from her opponent's hand.

"HEY!"

"Excellent work, Soleil!" Laslow winked. "Shall we celebrate?"

"I want a rematch!" Selena shouted. "You were too busy probably picturing me in my underwear, or something?"

"No I wasn't!" Soleil said, sheathed her sword. "Just because I like girls, that doesn't make me a pervert! Right, Laslow?"

"Indeed!"

"What's all this?"

Soleil would've dropped her jaw, but she only let out a pained whimper. Before her stood the stunningly beautiful and well-endowed Princess Camilla of Nohr.

"L-Lady Camilla! I'm sorry for being late for the tea party, but this idiot wanted to me take care of something."

"No need to apologize, my dear Selena." Camilla cooed, putting her hands on her cheeks. "You're too cute for me to be mad at."

"Heh…."

"Lady Camilla, I'd like to introduce you to my new friend, Soleil!" Laslow bowed and gestured for her to step forward.

"Hmm? Why hello. My my…." Camilla's lips curved upward in a devilish smile, her eyes focusing hard on the girl. "You're quite cute yourself."

_Oh gods, oh gods….the hot-as-heck princess is hitting on me…..n-no, I must be strong!_

Soleil bowed her head.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Princess."

_Why did I say pleasure?! Oh no, her perfume smells divine…..WAIT! I GET IT! This is the ultimate test!_

"A pleasure, as well. I don't mind you spending time with my darling retainer, but I really must recall her back to the castle."

_NO ARE THEY LOVERS?! BLOCK OUT THE IMAGES!_

She raised her head and nodded.

"That's okay. It was nice meeting Selena as well, Princess. You have great taste in retainers."

_Uhhh…..why did I say that?_

"I do, don't I? Say, you should meet Beruka as well! She's just as cute and strong as Selena!"

_I'm going to pass out I'm going to pass out I'm going to pass out_

"Selena mentioned a tea party. I would love to sample blends from Castle Krackenberg!"

"Oooh, I do think we have some room. Certainly!"

"Great!"

As Camilla guided her over to her wyvern, Laslow looked amazed. Selena just crossed her arms in a huff.

"Taking my glory as usual…..I don't like when Lady Camilla gives other girls attention…."

"I don't believe it. I think she's ready!"

"Of course she is. She's you!"

"….huh?"

Selena picked up her sword.

"You did the same cheesy tea line with Lucy when we were kids. And she said yes to be polite. The hair, the girls…..doesn't it ring any bells?"

Laslow watched her leave….and smiled once more.

_I see...I guess fate has a way of cycling itself. Don't you agree, Mother?_

**FIN**

**Ending notes: Poor Soleil. She attracted a ton of controversy before the game even came out! Her "preferences" might cause some crazy debates onto what they are (y'know, bi vs. gay), but I just went with what I wanted to go with. I tried to make it uplifting and charming, so go easy on me :3**

**Anyways, in this reality, if Soleil isn't Laslow's daughter...I'd like to go with it being the Fates-analogue to his Awakening. Think Zelda vs. Hilda from A Link Between Worlds. And yes, Odin and Ophelia will go along the same kind of logic. Both of them are _very_ similar to their dads.**


End file.
